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Hypothetical 
situation 


Two people start similar projects and produce almost indistinguishable 
results. The first (I'll call her Roxie) puts her heart into it and cares about it 
more than anything. The second (I'll call him Chester) does it for some 
reason unknown to me so | can’t rationalize for you why this hypothetical 
guy is doing it. Maybe he thinks that it'll get him famous, or maybe he just 
wants to make a fashionable difference (a la Cher in Clueless. That movie 
actually has a Velocity Girl song in it. | just recently realized this atter 
watching this movie dozens of times in my life) and has been informed by 
the media that this is the way to do it. You listen to both bands, without 
knowing of either of these people, and decide they’re just too alike, but 
very good, and pick one of them to listen to, You pick Chester. Later, you 
find out through blogs or zines or meeting them at Athens Popfest, where | 
so desperately would like to be right now (I'm missing the Faintest Ideas as 
| write this), that Chester is kind of a douchebag. Do you switch? Do you 
like his music less? Do you like Roxie’s more? | do. It feels kind of wrong to 
base judgment of music on things other than the music itself, but music 
and life are too close together for me not to, |’m more willing to lend my 
heart to music if the liner notes are full of honest writing about purity of the 
DIY spirit. | think that understanding what the point is (Which is a really 
hard thing to explain. Really, you know what I’m talking about or you 
don't) is as important to being able to listen to music as the holy words 
said before drinking communion wine are. Either you think the whole ritual 
is crazy (which it very well might be), you do it to keep up appearances or 
you really, really, really, have faith in what you’re doing, even when your 
better judgment tells you it’s not worthwhile. 


Ahan) wp aun 0 ng aeY Hop 


Zz 
Why there are never any popboys 


A folktale. 
Corrine and Theo kept glancing at each other from across the top of the 
bins at the record store. Corinne admired Theo's horn-rimmed glasses 
(which were non-prescription and worn for stylistic purposes only), skinny 
tie, and slight, but noticeable fringe. Between longing glances, Corinne 
found time to flip through the records. “No, it couldn't be” she thought. But 
it was! Songs for Children! She practically floated to the store’s record 
player. 

“What are you so excited about?” Theo asked. 

“Songs for Children!” Corinne squealed. 

“Never heard of it,” Theo replied, and went back to thumbing through 
the records. Theo was quite disappointed. He had been hoping for a mod 
girl, and felt betrayed and misled by Corrine’s raccoon eyes, light lips and 
canvas striped wrist watch. Corrine was equally upset about Theo’s lack of 
indiepoppery, as indiepop boys had been dressing modish of late, but was 
quickly consoled by Heavens Above! Plus, it was for the best that she didn’t 
date him ‘cause he was kind of a douche for wearing glasses when he 
didn’t need them and because mod was a reaction to a social pressures, 
so he was culturally irrelevant and would have been impossible to take 
seriously. 

While she was listening, she let her mind wander to the last popboy she 
met. It had been a long time since she had known a popboy near her, 
almost three years, and the last one had disappeared under mysterious 
circumstances. 


lt was a dark and stormy night when Corrine lost her pop boy. They 
had been headed to a. show of the boy’s friend’s band, who Corrine had 
never heard of, but she was willing to go along to keep him company and 
find out what his friend’s band sounded like. Corrine and Morris had been 
friends for quite a while, and were both smitten with each other. They did 
their best to hide this because both of them were shy and nervous. Morris 
got the feeling that Corrine liked him because she sometimes touched his 
arm while they were talking and always answered his phone calls. He 
decided that he was going to try to hold her hand. He had also watched 
“How to kiss passionately” on videojug in case one thing led to anther. 

At the show, Corrine and Morris danced to the unsteady beats 
awkwardly, but adorably. The band began playing a slow song, which 
ended up not being so slow because the drummer unexpectedly decided to 
speed it up the other members of the band were perplexed, and all 
instruments but drums stopped for at least fifteen seconds while they tried 
to figure out what was going on), and Morris took the opportunity to 
clumsily grab Corrine’s hand. 


4 The moment he decided to do this, he vanished. Corrine didn’t notice, 

as she was staring intently at the stage, but at the end of the song when 
she turned to make a witty remark, she noticed Morris’s absence.- She 
assumed he had decided to leave because he didn’t love her. For a 
moment, she was crushed, but her grief was easily assuaged by the 
performance in front of her. 


Corrine took off haggard record store headphones that had originally 
been very nice, but had become cracked and broken through years of use. 
The record store owner, Sal, had been meaning to replace them for almost 
six months, but money was tight because his former customers forsook him 
for eBay and iTunes. Readers, go to your favorite record store right now so 
that they don’t go out of business. This zine will still be here when you get 


back. 


Back already? Find anything good? (Yay!/That’s too bad. Circle the 
appropriate response) Where were we? Oh yes, Corrine pranced to the 
check out counter and rung the bell for service because the clerk was in 
the back room unloading a new shipment of records. The boy emerged 
from the back room, tosseling his hair dreamily. 

“No way” he said when he saw Songs for Children.”Sal promised it to 
me if he came across one.” 

“Well, it was out so | think you have to let me buy it” 

“How about we get married and it will be marital property” Monty 
suggested. “Okay” Corinne said. It seemed like a good deal to her. 
“There’s a jewelry shop next door. |’ll go get you a ring!” 

Monty walked out of the store and never returned, not because the 
government was watching him as they knew he had figured out top secret 
plans (they weren't planning on kidnapping him until Sunday), not because 
aliens abducted him because they knew he knew top secret government 
plans (they had been planning on beating the government to the punch 
and kidnapping him Saturday afternoon) but because once you find a 
popboy, they cease to exist. They disappear the moment you look away. 

Corrine waited in the record store for ten minutes, at which point she 
figured Monty didn’t really love her, and left the money on the counter and 
took Songs for Children. She was mildly upset that her fiancé left her, but 
recovered quickly because she had a record she needed to complete her 


The End 


Math the Band 


Z ilied to yeu last 


issue about not editing 


interviews. This one is edited a little. It was TOO 
FUCKING LONG. About twenty pages Verdana pt. 10, and 
that’s the length of my entire zine. I like Math the 


Band, but not that much. 
Zach: {girly voice] Hi, I’m 
Zach. Footlong inchworm. 
Louise: Are you gonna talk 
like that the whole time? 
Zach: [normal voice] Hi, I’m 
Zach. Foooot long inchworm. 
Kevin: I’m Kevin, Foot long 
inchworm. 

Justine: I’m Justine. 
Footlong inchworm. 

Louise: Okay, so first of 
all, this started out with 
just Kevin, right? 

{drinks arrive] 

Zach: Uh huh. Ice mochy. 
Nice. 

Justine: Thanks. I like this. 
Kevin; I did this for like 
five years by myself. 
Louise: Right, then it 
started expanding. 

Kevin: Correct. 

Louise: Later, do you think 
it’s gonna turn into 
something enormous with 50 
people like the Polyphonic 
Spree or Architecture in 
Helsinki or some other band 
that has a bajillion people? 
Kevin: Probably like four or 
five. 

Louise: So how is it 
different? Cause I guess 
originally you were doing all 
the music yourself 

Kevin: Well, yeah, I still, I 
still, write and record all 
of the music by myself. Um, 
play it live with other 
people. 

Louise: So they don’t have 
any say in the creative 
process? 

Justine: No 

Kevin: Um, honestly no. 
Justine: Honestly no, 


Kevin: Um, actually the album 
that we just started 
recording a couple months 
ago, they were playing on 
there, so that’s the first 
recordings I’ve done with 
other people. All of the 
recordings we have done so 
far have just been me doing 
everything. 
Louise: Has he written 
something that either of you 
didn’t like or didn’t want to 
play? 
Justine: I hate some of the 
songs when we start, but I 
usually end up liking them. 
It’s not because I don’t like 
the songs themselves, it’s 
just I don’t like playing 
them. But then I end up 
loving them, cause I like, 
find a way to love them. 
Zach: It’s typically the 
other way around. Normally 
like you want to play the 
songs that he wrote that he 
doesn’t want to play. 
Justine: Yeah, more likely 
that. 
Kevin: The only songs you 
hated at first were because 
you thought. they were..hard 
“istine: Not necessarily 

ird, just that I wasn’t sure 

ey would work live, and 
t ey totally have. There’s 
co her songs that he’s written 
t. at he though wouldn’t work 
live but they totally worked 
lire. We actually, on this 
toir, uh, a few of the songs 
we were playing were things 
we had to go [whining voice] 
“Kevin; come on, come one” 
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Louise: You guys have been 
touring forever. For months. 
When did that start? 

Kevin and Justine: June 25° 
Kevin: How long is that? 
Justine: I think we’re on our 
seventh week, We did six 
weeks with UEE (Unlimited 
Enthusiasm Expo) 

Kevin: I would like to go on 
the record by saying [he 
burps] 

Louise: Okay. 

Kevin: I would really like 
that to be in the interview. 
Lovise: It will be in the 
interview. 

Kevin: I would like to be 
quoted on that. 

Louise: Everything in this is 
on the interview cause I 
don’t like to edit 
interviews. 

Kevin: Cool 

Zach: So we can say anything? 
Banana banana banana banana 
banana banana banana banana 
[continues] 

Kevin: ABCDEFGHIdJK 
LMNOPQRSTUV WXY 
and Z 222 Z 2 {continues] 
Louise: No zed? 

Kevin: No. 22222 
{milkshake slurping of 
unidentified origin] 

Louise: How lovely. 

[chk chk] [fwahoo fwahoo 
fwahoo fawhoo] [arf arf arf 
arf] 

Justine: We’re the worst band 
to interview EVER 


Zach: I'm eating a tofu and 


apple sandwich. 

Kevin: I’m eating an apple 
peanut sandwich. 

Louise: Do you have anything 
to say about music or art 
or..um..yourselves. Anything 
you would like the masses to 
know? 

Zach: I would like to go on 
record as saying I am okay 
with all of those things. I 
don’t mind any of them. 
Louise: What about bad music? 
Do you mind that? 


Kevin: No 

Louise: I don’t mean. bad 
music as in..dissonant or, 
uh..I mean music that you 
don’t enjoy. 

Kevin: All that music is 
liked by somebody. 

Louise: Well, bad music is 
like, relative, depending... 
Mary: It sounds like bells. 
Louise: It does sound like 
bells. 

Kevin: They’re like a beast, 
Sounds like beasts. I don’t 
know. I found myself recently 
liking a lot of bad music. 
Louise: Like what? 

Kevin: Like, popular music. 
Louise; That’s not 
necessarily bad. 

Kevin: The new Weezer album 
really has bad songs on it. 
Justine: Terrible. 

Kevin: When we were on the 
road with Jason Andersen, we 
listened to it a full fifteen 
times in a row, and the 
entire drive from Tucson, 
Arizona to Phoenix, Arizona, 
and the first five times, all 
of us thought it was 
terrible. 

Louise: Then why did you keep 
listening to it? 

Justine: Cause it’s 
hilarious. 

Kevin: And we kept doing it. 
And by the end of that car 
ride, it was all of our 
favorite songs and we would 
listen to it at least five 
times a day since then. 
Justine: Boo yeah. 

Kevin: It’s amazing. 

Louise: So you can be 
brainwashed into liking 
something? 

Justine: No 

Kevin: No, if you study 
something enough, you can 
find something good. 
Justine: Can I quote one of 
the lyrics from that song? 
Louise: You can. 

Justine: Okay. There’s one 
part that goes “What will we 


say/when our kids come to 
us/and smile 

Kevin and Justine: And ask 
with a smile on their face 
Justine: Hey dad, my friends 
got some cool ninja swords/Is 
it cool if we slash up this 
place? Quoted. River’s Pomo 
{dunno what she said but that 
is what it sounded like]. 
Weezer Album. Red album. Love 
Lt 

Kevin: Buy it. 

Justine: Buy it. Listen to 
it. Fifty-five times. 

Kevin: Only Get Dangerous, 
though. 

Justine: Yeah, don’t listen 
to the rest of it. 


Zach: There’s a little piece 


of apple left over from my 
sandwich. 

Justine: Eat it. 

Zach: I don’t know if I want 
to eat it. 

Louise: Eat it. 

Justine: Eat it. 

Zach: It’s kind of weird to 
have an apple in a sandwich. 
Kevin: No, it’s not. I’m cool 
with having apples in 
sandwiches. 

Zach: It was weird in the 
sandwich, but it was fine in 
the sandwich, but I don’t 
know if I want to eat the 
sandwich apple- 

Louise: Eat the sandwich 
apple. 

Zach: Now that it’s outside 
of the sandwich. 

Kevin: You remember how good 
that hamburger was that had 
apples in it? 

Zach: Yeah, I know. 

Louise: Why were there apples 
in a hamburger? 

Kevin: It was really good. 
Zach: Yeah, see- 

Louise: I’m gonna trust you 
on that one and not try it. 
Zach: I just ate the apple 
Justine: Come to Providence, 
Rhode Island. 
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Kevin: Instead of tomato. You 
could put apples instead of 
tomato in stuff all the time. 
{everyone talking at the same 
time] 

Kevin: Apples in a grilled 
cheese sandwich taste almost 
the same as onions in a 
grilled cheese sandwich. 
Louise: I don’t understand 
why people put tomatoes on 
anything ‘cause they’re 
disgusting. 

Justine: Yeah, I don’t like 
tomatoes, 


Justine; We could. There was 


a giant cat at the place we 
stayed last night and I 
didn’t realize it until this 
morning when I woke up and 
there was a cat that was like 
the size of a..of a.a mid 
sized dog. It was pretty 
good. I dunno why I thought 
of that. 

Louise: What kind of cat was 
it? 

Justine: I don’t remember. It 
was like, gray and brown. It 
was a calico sort of cat. But 
I woke up and I was like “You 
are a big cat” 

Louise: Was it sitting on 
your chest trying to suck the 
breath out of you? Cause 
that’s what cats do. 

Justine: No..I like cats. 
Mary: Only vampire cats. 
Justine: No, he was just 
chillin’ on the radiator. 
Louise: Oh, this morning we 
came here to play Life, they 
have Life, and there weren’t 
any career cards so we made 
career cards. 

Justine: Cool. 

Louise: Interesting career 
cards such as vampire. 

Zach: I don’t know if there's 
any money in vampirism. 
Louise: I don’t know. Maybe. 
Mary: I guess after you suck 
someone’s blood, you can take 
their money, too. 

Kevin: I mean it depends on 
what vampire you are. If 


you're Count Dracula, you 
have an army of vampire 
slaves. 

Louise: Also, you have a 
franchise, if you’ re Count 
Dracula. 

Justine: True. 

Mary: Or you could trick them 
into thinking they’re doomed 
to being a vampire. 

Zach: If you’ re Count 
Dracula, you get the royalty 
checks from Count Chocula. 
Kevin: If you’ re Count 
Dracula, you get royalty 
checks for everything. 
Justine: Yeah, true, Dracula 
comes up a lot. 

Zach: Draculll1llllllillaaaaa. 
Justine: Count Dracullllaaaa 
Louise; Okay, do you have 
anything you would like my 
readers to know? I’m sorry 
for not asking you more about 
music. 

Justine: I'm sorry we didn’t 
talk more about music. 

Zach: There’s a big problem 
going on in Ireland right 
now. It’s really affecting a 
lot of people and it’s not 
being talked about in the 
news. 

Louise: What? 

Zach: The Great Potato 
Famine. And people should 
kind of be aware of that. 
Kevin: It’s not great. 

Zach: No, it’s not great at 
all. First mistake is calling 
it the Great Irish Potato 
Famine. 

Justine: The Sucky Potato 
Famine. 

Zach: And people have been 
ignoring the fact that this 
is going on and affecting 
people’s jobs. 

Justine: The Sucky Irish 
Potato Famine. 

Kevin: Those potatoes need 
something to eat. 

Louise: I know. - 
Justine: They’re starving. 


Louise: Should we make care 
packages? What do potatoes 
eat? 

Justine: French Fries. Chips. 
Latkes. 

Louise: That could be the 
reason why there’s a famine. 
Justine: Cannibalism. 
Basically. Potato 
cannibalism. 

Louise: Mashed potatoes. 
Justine: They really like 
gravy. What if potatoes did 
eat gravy? Imagine a baked 
potato just with gravy in it. 
Louise: Infused with gravy. 
Justine: Like dug out like a 
jelly doughnut and then 
infused with gravy. 

Louise: Someone should try 
that. 

Justine: Justine Mainville. 
Copyright Math the Band 
Incorporated. R. With a 
circle around it. 

Louise: Okay, we done? Okay, 
I’m turning you off, tape. 
But we weren’t done! 
And a steampunk showed 
up! He looked lik 


this: I = 





Steampunk: You’re like “I 
write music” and the 
government is like “It’s not 
a welfare check, it’s a 
government punk subsidy” 


Louise: We need to cut up 
confetti today for your show. 
Mary: Oh, we do. 

Louise: We’ re making 
confetti. 

Kevin: For the show tonight? 
Louise: For the show 
tomorrow. 

Kevin: I’m gonna start a 
fight with Jack White 
tomorrow. 

Louise: Who’s Jack White? 
Kevin: Of the White Stripes. 
Louise: Qh, alright. 

Kevin: I’m gonna get in a 
fight with him. 

Zach: Go*crimson t shirts. 
Louise: I woke up and watched 
Hedwig and the Angry Inch. 
Again. 

Mary: I think I went to sleep 
at midnight and woke up at 
noon, 

Zach: Someone should make a 
t-shirt that says “Not my 
President” and then has 
George Bush’s face on it. 
Kevin: No, make one that says 
“Not my President” then like, 
has the Prime Minister of 
Canada on it. Be like, hey 
this guy actually isn’t my 
president. 

Chester McPunkstein: It’s 
like I thought it was gonna 
be the president, then you 
know. 

Kevin: Or, like, have your 
dad on it. Not my President, 
Zach: You're not the boss of 
me, dad. That’s a good punk 
shirt. “No parents” “No 
parents allowed” Or “Sister 
for sale” 

Kevin: “Homework sucks” 
Chester McPunkstein: That 
just resonates with me. 
Kevin: That’s a punk shirt. 
Chester McPunkstein: My 
grandfather beat me up. 
Kevin: But you robbed 
somebody! 

Zach: Well, that’s your 
problem 
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Kevin; You got beat up by an 
old dude. 

Chester McPunkstein: It was 
my grandfather, 

Zach: Hey grandpa, you look 
big 

Kevin; You just completely 
convinced us you're not punk. 
Dude, you got beat up by your 
grandfather. 

Chester McPunkstein: I’m 
sorry, I’m not a punk! 

Kevin: We have it on tape! 
Mary: By the way, you have to 
say footlong inchworm. 
Justine: Your name and then 
footlong inchworm. Do it. 
Chester McPunkstein: I will 
go to jail! 

Justine: You’re name and “I 
got beat up by my pap pap” 
Louise: Say it! 

Justine: Pap pap pap pap pap 
Pap pap. 

Justine: We’re gonna name 
you. 

Mary: “Anonymous not-a-punk” 
Justine: Chester McPunkstein. 
That’s his name. 

Zach: How about Garfield 
Simpson? 

Chester McPunkstein: I’m so 
not punk that wouldn’t work. 
Zach: That’s true. 

Chester McPunkstein: I’m not 
trying to fit into any 
subculture. 

Louise: Well, make one up. 
Justine: I’m part of the jump 
jivin’ whalers. 
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Nine Signs a Loved One 
‘Could Have a Problem with 
Indiepop Abuse 


1. Loss of Interest — While this 
is not common, it is a noticeable 
characteristic. _ Someone who 
enjoys a number of activities can 
lose interest in these hobbies. It 
isn’t that their attention is turned.to 
feeding their addiction, it’s that 
they simply don’t care about these 
things they used to feel very 
strongly about. This can en- 
compass any aspect of life, 
including people. 

2. Physical Signs — When an in- 
dividual listens to indiepop, there 
are a number of noticeable signs 
that can be picked up on. They 
may start wearing cardigans, with 
anumber of small buttons on 
thése cardigans. They may cut 
bangs (fringe) themselves. The 
longer these bangs are, the more 
serious their problem is. 

3. Discovering indiepop 
paraphernalia — Many indie- 
pop users like to have articles to 
compliment their use. Records, 
record players, needles (styluses), 
fanzines, cassette tapes, and tape 
decks are all common types of 
indiepop paraphernalia that can 
be discovered. There are items 
that are not considered parapher- 
nalia that can be indicators of 
addiction or abuse, One of them 
is a P.O. box. Many indiepop 


people chose to remain anon- 
ymous and will try to hide the 
inordinate amount of mail they 
may receive from their loved ones 
by using a P.O. box, 

4. Rapid Mood Swings - 
These mood swings will usually be 
related to the type of music play- 
ing. If a sad song follows a happy 
song on a shitty mixtape you made 
because you don't understand 
how to make mixtapes, and your 
loved one quickly changes mood 
based on the tempo and general 
mood of the song, this can 
indicate that they feel music more 
than a normal person, and this 
makes your loved one more 
susceptible to indiepop abuse or 
addiction. 

5. Reclusive and Private 
Behavior — Another behavior 
that is common in indiepop abuse 
is reclusive behavior, This is 
partially because shy individuals 
gravitate towards indiepop in the 
first place, and indiepop abuse 
will isolate them. The person can 
have the appearance of being 
nervous around people and 
avoiding eye contact. Does the 
person spend a lot of time in their 
room? Do they lock the door upon 
entering and leaving, worried that 
you'll touch their vinyl? Do they 


act tense or nervous when you 
play the top 40 radio station? 
These are all indicators that they 
may be hiding an indiepop habit. 
6. Rapid change in what is 
considered “normal” for the 
individual — This is a noticeable 
change in the daily routine. 
Cutting out work, school and 
home life are indicators of change 
in routine, The things that are 
considered normal daily activities 
take a backseat to the constant 
need to obtain indiepop. This 
need may often get them rail- 
roaded into doing dangerous and 
troubling activities that they 
normally would not think of, such 
as joining a band, writing a zine, 
or starting a record label. They 
may do this to be more connected 
in the community and have a 
better indiepop “hook up”. They 
are often willing to neglect work, 
school and home life to make 
their project successful. 

7. Erratic Behavior — These 
can be the most noticeable traits 
in addiction. They are traits that 
are not typical of the person. 
Excessive excitability or giddiness 
due to a seemingly mundane 
occurrence (such as_ receiving 
mail) from a person that is 
typically serious is an example. 
These behaviors can become 
dangerous __ situations. Some 
behaviors are magnified due to 
indiepop abuse. A good example 
is with depression or similar mood 
disorder problems. The Smiths can 
amplify the impact of something 
such as depression. Such disorders 


as depression or anxiety have also 
been shown to be strong influence 
in causing indiepop abuse. A 
brain struggling with a mood 
disorder is more susceptible to the 
influences of indiepop abuse and 
addiction. 

8. Additional Behaviors - 
There are additional behaviors to 
look for in indiepop abuse, one of 
which is being overly sensitive, 
particularly when it comes to 
subjects such as ideals, morals, 
DIY ethics and similar topics. 

9. Sleep Habits — Indiepop 
abuse and addiction wreaks havoc 
with sleep patterns. Someone who 
is struggling with addiction may 
keep odd hours. If the person is 
staying up late, oversleeping or 
taking a number of naps during 
the day, these are indicators that 
they may have been staying up 
late in order to talk to indiepop 
friends in different time zones. This 
can result in a crash and excessive 
sleep. Shoegaze music also 
induces sleep. Unusual sleep 
habits are a symptom of potential 
indiepop abuse or dependence. ' 


' Note that this article was taken 
from a list of indicators of drug 
abuse or addiction and has been 
altered minimally. The original list 
can be found at: 


http://www. cirquelodge.com/Ariicl 
es/DrugRehabTenSigns.php 
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Note that many a my questions deal with ee songs on 
Bears’ new album Simple Machinery and if you want to know 
what I’m talking about, | suggest you buy the damn CD. It’s 
really good. 


On Simple Machinery, the songs seem to have two themes, 
"We are mostly grown up and we love each other but 
sometimes fight, but that's okay" and "You're a crazy and | 
guess | liked you and sometimes still do, but go away ya 
psycho" Did two different people write the songs, or is that 
basically what was going on in your life when you wrote the 
album? 


Charlie: The songs were written by two of us... Craig and | both wrote 
about half the songs on the album, so that's why it seems like there are 
some different things going on. | think that maybe possibly makes it a litle 
more interesting. Good work, Nancy Drew! 


Are you furries? Cause Bears would be a good name for a 
band full of furries. 


Charlie: | don't think we are, but one of my friends had a roommate in 
college who was a furry. She came home one day to find that the dry 
cleaner had dropped off some kind of animal costume and hung it on their 
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Is the "And my life has been different since I met you" in Since 
I Met You directed at the girlfriend in the song or the other 
woman? 
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Craig: All the words in that song were directed at the girlfriend. Different 
was the word because it was different in both good and bad ways. 


What do you call cheese that isn't yours? 
Charlie: Nacho cheese. Obviously. 


Can you tell me about Kate Pugsley and how you guys met up 
with her and conned her into doing art for you? 


Charlie: Well, strictly | speaking, | met her at a Jealous Sound show 
through a friend in August 2003. We talked about how we both really 
liked Knapsack and Discount. But we also went to the same high 
school, and | always thought she was a fox, but | never really talked to her 
back then... but now | talk to her every day because we've been dating 
almost since we met 5 years ago. | con her into doing our art by eating 
lots of indian food and baking cookies together. 


If someone were starting a band, how many times a day 
would you tell them to brush their teeth? 


Charlie: None - it doesn't help. 


What is going on in So Go?? Did they break up and now the 
girl is flaunting her singleness, or is she trying to get back 
together and the guy likes her but he has a new girlfriend? | 
am confused. 


Craig: | was pursuing a girl that just got out of a long term relationship. 
The guy wanted her back, but she just wanted to be single. We were 
hanging out, but like | said she wasn't looking for a relationship. One day 
she decided she was going to move to Columbus so this song is about 
wanting to tell her not to move but not being able to reach her on the 
phone and then seeing her at a party. On a side note, she never moved to 


Columbus and she is back with her boyfriend. 


What's the future of Bears? | heard a rumor that you're 
moving to Chicago. 


Charlie: This is true... Kate and | are moving to Chicago, but Bears will still 
continue to write and record music as well as tour when possible. The only 
thing that will really change is that we won't play so many local (Cleveland) 
shows, and we'll just have to do a little more planning. 


The Nhuy 

J wo nam 
| was standing outside a maze next to a girl named Henrietta. A 
moustachey man is standing behind us with his hands on our 
shoulders, like he’s about to send us off on a long quest. 
Henrietta picked up the little boy standing in front of us, piggy 
back style, because he was too old to be carried like a baby, 
must have been about six and walked gaily into the maze. Her 
demeanor suggests she should be laughing, but she’s just 
wearing a closed mouth smile and a flimsy white dress. She 
disappeared behind the ivy dripping walls and | swear, there 
must have been garden boxes at the top of the gray walls of the 
maze or something, they were all so green. In a moment, she 
came back out from behind them. “Are you coming?” she asked. 
Owen was gone. “Where'd that boy go?” | asked. 

“To explore.” She said. | didn’t question it. Me and Hettie 
ambled along for a little bit, not really walking together but not 
going different ways, either. Eventually, we separate. | kinda 
wander and look at things and the grass is so terribly green. 
There aren’t any brown or yellow patches, or patches of dirt 
where the mailman walked on the grass instead of on the 
freaking path. Jesus. | wish | he would stop doing that. 

Anyway, | got to this big rectangular clearing at the end of 
the maze. You would think it would be in the middle, but it was 
at the very end next to the last wall. | started spinning around like 
when you’re a little kid and you spin just to get dizzy, and | just 
took off and started flying, like those spinning Barbie fairies, 
where you pull the chord and they fly through the air and land 
ungracefully and knocking your soda down, but you just clean it 
up and keep winding them up because they look so pretty. 
Eventually | got bored of this, as you always do, and | ventured 
away from the rectangle at the end of the maze. | stumbled upon 
Hettie, and we decided to go look for Owen. Our version of 
“looking” consisted of strolling lazily around the maze and 
periodically stopping to rest on the benches, which were mostly 
wet and overgrown with vines, but in a pretty way and not a 
Halloween way because they weren't dead. 


We finally found Owen. We rounded a corner and he was 
bashing his knees against the stone wall. He was trying to fly. His 
knees were all bloody and mangled and there were holes torn in 
his pants and he was crying so hard. He just kept running at the 
wall. | don’t know why he thought this would help him. Maybe he 
was trying to get airborne by running up the wall and flipping. 
Maybe he was just mad. Hettie and | stood there watching him 
for a moment, watching the grotesque scene unfold before us, 
not quite sure what to do. 

At the same time, as if we were synchronized swimmers and 
had practiced this routine a thousand times, we ran to him and 
grabbed him. | grabbed his hands and she grabbed his legs and 
he lay there stretched between the two of us, screaming and 
wailing before giving up and just laying there, his face all soggy. 
Maybe it would have made sense to bandage him, but we just 
got up and walked with him to the middle of the maze. He was 
having trouble flying so we each held one of his hand, like when 
parents are trying to get a small child onto the curb after crossing 
the street. He finally learned how to do it on his own, and got 
bored with it pretty quickly and had to pee, so we all left the 
maze. 


The next day, | came back and the place was swimming with 
news crews and soccer moms, come to test the miracle. | tried 
flying, but couldn’t. There was a woman who stood out from the 
crowd, not because of her clothes (she was wearing clamdiggers 
and a button down shirt), but her manner was different. She was 
calm and taking the scene in, instead of whining to god knows 
who, like the rest of them were. They all seemed pretty confused 
because there wasn’t a shop assistant to berate until the problem 
got fixed. | walked up to the woman and took her hand, and 
pushed off the ground and we flew out, the long way, over the 
maze, not the short way over the wall. The crowd of people grew 
bigger and bigger as each person grew smaller and smaller the 
higher we got. Eventually we were gone. 


| went back again the next day, and it was all gone. 


GATOR TIME 


WITH JUSTINE 
Justine: About that 
alligator. 
Louise: Yeah, about that 
alligator, There’s an 
alligator in the Monogahela. 
Zach: I’m gonna go swimming. 
Justine: Are we serious about 
this? 
Louise; Yep. Her mom saw it 
when she was walking her dog. 
Zach: It’s not a big deal. 
We've seen so many 
alligators. 
Kevin: Let’s go tackle the 
alligator. 
Louise: We could have a party 
with the alligator. 
Justine: [to Mary] So your 
mom wasn’t concerned that 
there was an alligator just 
chillin’? 
Mary: She was. It was coming 
towards my dog and she called 
him. 
Justine: But she didn’t like, 
call 911? 
Louise: No. 
Chester McPunkstein: How big 
was it? Was it a crocodile or 
an alligator? 
Kevin: An alligator. 
Chester McPunkstein: Her dog 
could probably eat it ‘cause 
alligators tend to be small. 
Justine: WOW. I wanna to see 
this alligator. There’s 
seriously an alligator! 
Kevin: Pshhhhhh shhhhhhh 
shhhhh pop pop pop pop pop 
Louise: I dunno if you could 
find it. 
Kevin: Pop pop pop pop 
Mary: It was like a month 
ago. 
Kevin: Waaaah shep shep 
waaaaah slurp 
Justine: That’s too long ago. 
He’s gone by now. 
Kevin: I don’t know if the 
alligator would eat your dog, 
because alligators feed by 
size. 


Mary: Check your cell phone, 
Louise. Maybe my dad caught 
him. 

Justine: Didn’t he try to 
catch it with pizza? 

Louise: Yes. 

Justine: It’s not a ninja 
turtle, it’s an alligator, 
Louise: No, your dad has not 
called me to say he caught an 
alligator. He was gonna catch 
it. He was like “Come with 
us! Help us carry the 
alligator back!!” 

Justine: Why is he catching 
an alligator? 

Kevin: Justine, there was an 
alligator who did get into 
the ooze and did mutate. His 
name was Leatherhead and he 
was an enemy of the turtles. 
Justine: Okay did he eat- 
Kevin: He did eat pizza. 
Justine: What was he planning 
to do once they lured the 
gator out with pizza? Was he, 
like, gonna throw something 
at it? Like, shoot it or 
something? What was the plan? 
Mary: He was gonna, like, hit 
it with a rock, 

Justine: That’s not gonna 
kill an alligator|! You can’t 
just hit it with a rock and 
be like “It’s dead!” 

Louise: He was gonna carry it 
home alive. 

Mary: He would put it in our 
backyard, 

Justine: Did he have, like, a 
little red wagon? 

Mary: We do have a red wagon. 
Louise: We use it for selling 
girl scout cookies. So they 
were gonna keep it in the 
backyard. It was gonna eat 
her tomato plant. 

Mary: It was going to eat my 
tomatoes. 

Justine: Let it have the 
tomatoes! ! 

Kevin: Uhh psh ta uhh psh ta 
uh uh uh uh rooo oooh wee 
shwooop wee ohh wee ooh [tape 
rewinding] 
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Taking the high ground might sound like a good idea, but sometimes the air 
is too thin to breathe. | can see it’s not the best thing for me, but | am 
continually choosing beauty over truth and art over life. Art and life can’t 
coexist. If the art is any good, it'll occupy my thoughts and engrain itself 
thoroughly in every crevice in my brain and | can’t ever get rid of it no matter 
how much | would like to. | don’t want what they have, but | wish | wanted it 
because it seems that happiness is easier for them. I’m not even sure they're 
happy, though. 

“It will be okay, Louise” 

It will be, but it’s not. I’ll never choose life and I'll always ignore the truth 
as much as | can and #ry to find the beauty, but pretty words and pretty notes 
and pretty pictures will never be enough because I'l! have to confront the truth 
and make myself believe that it’s not really the truth. It won't be okay until | 
can create a world in which | have blocked out all the truth and all the people 
who make me face it and |’m able to look around and see that how I’m 
acting is okay and isn’t hurting anyone, because they're all living the same 
lie. I'll forsake real life and live in some fantasy world of indiepop. Maybe it 
existed at one time, but it doesn’t anymore. 

With all of this, our vinyl, our cassettes, our printed fanzines, we're trying 
to keep it like it was. We're holding onto vestiges of a time gone by, trying to 
re-live how it was or how we think it was in the case of those who missed it. 
Maybe we’re being held back or maybe we just feel that it’s unreal if it can 
stop existing if somehow computers shut down. That's probably it and also 
why we're so lonely. | know that I’m not alone because you tell me all the 
time, but | still feel like | am because you’re words on a screen. | can’t give 
you a hug. It’s like having mp3s and no physical copy. As much as you would 
like it to be, as much as some people would have you believe, it’s not the 
same. It’s modern, it’s good, but it’s not the same and | know some people 
say that sameness is bad and ideas get tired and maybe they do, but | really 
don’t care. | feel a little guilty for this, but | just want it back to how it was. But 
it can’t go back. We can’t hold all the old stuff as sacred as we do. We need 
to disrespect it a little. Try it but make it a little wrong, not quite what it was, 
not even better, Just something different, maybe dissonant. It should feel kind 
of wrong at first. 

| don’t really know why you're even still reading this. Is it because it’s like 
watching My So-Called Life? Or do you think I’m crazy? It’s probably the first 
even though I'd like to think it’s the second, As much as | fancy myself a 
grown-up, really, I’m not. All the teenagers think they're the one that’s grown 


up and none of us are. | think on some level, we all know it, but kind of 
ignore it and pretend like we’re special. We recognize it, in our sad poetry, 
that we’re just clichés and parodies of ourselves, but we hope someone will 
tell us we're not. | don’t like to think that you think I’m crazy, either, but it’s 
better than being the same, | guess. | don’t have a problem with the people | 
know thinking |’m crazy, the ones from school or on the streets, but | was 
hoping that this would be normal when | found people who | thought would 
be like me, they actually would and | wouldn’t be alone anymore. 

Even | weren't alone, | don’t think |’d let myself be happy. All the French 
intellectuals know it’s a sin to be happy. It’s good for health, but bad for 
creativity. Someone said that and | don’t know who and they were French. I’m 
just letting you know that’s not my thought. | equate happiness with laziness, 
because once you're happy, there’s nothing left to achieve and you just sit 
and watch. I'll never let myself be either. 

Part of my unhappiness also comes from willfully rejecting reality. | don’t 
overlook it and truly believe it’s not true, but | decide that it’s wrong and if it 
really really is true, | won't allow it to be for much longer and |’ll change it. 
Maybe | can surround myself with people | like and not have to fight the truth 
that’s looking me in the eye every day and life will be easier, and | can fill it 
with small tasks so | can feel like I’ve gotten something done. 

One day, I'll build a house big enough to contain it and I'll have my own 
enclave of beautiful lies to keep me safe. It'll be in Athens, where real estate 
is cheap and dreams are cheaper. 





